36   RECOLLECTIONS OF A REBEL REEFER
Sumter surrendered. Wigfall stood on the rear platform of a car, bowing his appreciation of the enthusiasm, I found an unoccupied seat on the train and was making myself comfortable when a big, broad-shouldered, stumpy man waddled up to where I sat and said, " Sonny, as you are so small and I am so large, I think we will make a good fit for this narrow seat"; and without further ado he seated him* self beside me, first asking me to move so he could have the place by the window.
The train started amid wild cheers for Wigfall, the hero of the hour, and at every station where we stopped crowds were gathered demanding a speech from the great man. The stout fellow with the short legs who was seated beside me apparently took no interest in the proceedings, and seemed engrossed by his own thoughts. It was sometime after dark when we arrived at Lynchburg, Virginia, where the largest crowd we had yet seen was waiting for the train. Many of the men bore torches, but they were not cheering for Wigfall; they seemed to be in an ugly humor about something. Suddenly there were cries of "Hang the traitor!" "Here is a rope!" "Bring him out!" as the maddened mob fairly swirled about the car.
A man burst through the door and rushed up the aisle to where I was seated and, leaning over me, said to my neighbor: "Are you Andy Johnson?"
"I am Mr. Johnson!" replied the stout gentleman.
"Well," said the stranger, "I want to pull your nose!" and he made a grab for Mr. Johnson's face.
The latter brushed the man's hand aside, at the same time jumping to his feet.
There followed a scuffle for a few seconds, and poor little me, being between the combatants, got much the worst of it: I was most unpleasantly jostled.
The crime for which they wanted to lynch Mr. Johnson was the fact that he was reported to be on his way to Tennessee for the purpose of preventing that State from seced-         River.
